




主人公は黒人女性のMeridianである。この作品について、Ashis Senguptaは、“Meridian is a 
maturation novel which celebrates the protagonist’s triumphant emergence as a strong and 
wise black woman.”１と述べ、Deborah E. McDowellは、次のように述べている。
　But in Meridian （1976）, Walker’s latest and probably most artistically mature work, 
she transcends the boundaries of the female gender to embrace more universal 
concerns about individual autonomy, self-reliance, and self-realization.  In the tradition 
of the Bildungsroman, or apprenticeship novel, the book chronicles the series of initiatory 
experiences which Meridian, the title character, undergoes in an effort to find her 







































　“What are you continuing to do to yourself?” he asked, holding her bony, ice-cold hand 
in his.  Her face alarmed him.  It was wasted and rough, the skin a sallow, unhealthy 
brown, with pimples across her forehead and on her chin.  Her eyes were glassy and 








　To join this group she must make a declaration of her willingness to die for the 
Revolution, which she had done.  She must also answer the question “Will you kill for 
the Revolution?” with a positive Yes.  This, however, her tongue could not manage. 
Through her mind was running a small voice that screamed: “Something’s missing in 
me.  Something’s missing !”  And the voice made her heart pound and her ears roar. 






　But what none of them seemed to understand was that she felt herself to be, not 
– 285 –
アリス・ウォーカーの『メリディアン』について
holding on to something from the past, but held by something in the past: by the 
memory of old black men in the South who, caught by surprise in the eye of a camera, 
never shifted their position but looked directly back; by the sight of young girls singing 
in a country choir, their hair shining with brushings and grease, their voices the voices 
of angels.  When she was transformed in church it was always by the purity of the 
singers’ souls, which she could actually hear, the purity that lifted their songs like a 
flight of doves above her music-drunken head.  If they committed murder—and to her 












顔中をぬらしながら立ち去ってしまい、“Her mother’s love was gone, withdrawn, and there 





ら、“What will you do?  Where will you go?”（19）と聞かれると、Meridianは、“I’ll go back 






　Now she sat listlessly, staring at the TV.  The house she has passed was on.  There 
was to be a voter registration drive （she wondered what that was） that would begin in 
the city, at that house, and work its way out to the people in the country.  Local blacks, 
volunteers, were needed. . . . But this concerned her, gathered her attention, only 
superficially, for all its surprise.  It kept her mind somewhere else while she made her 






て、家が跡形もなくなり、死者や負傷者が出たことを知る。この後に、“And so it was that 
one day in the middle of April in 1960 Meridian Hill became aware of the past and present 





　At first it was like falling back into a time that never was, a time of complete rest, 
like a faint.  Her senses were stopped, while her body rested; only in her head did she 
feel something, and it was a sensation of lightness—a lightness like the inside of a drum. 





　“As far as I’m concerned,” said Mrs. Hill, “you’ve wasted a year of your life, fooling 
around with those people.  The papers say they’re crazy.  God separated the sheeps 
from the goats and the black folks from the white.  And me from anybody that acts as 
foolish as they do.  It never bothered me to sit in the back of the bus, you get just as 
good a view and you don’t have all those nasty white asses passing you.”（83）
Meridianの母は、黒人が白人より劣るべく差別されていることに全く疑問を感じていない。
Meridianは無視しようとするが、母は断固として、“If somebody thinks he’ll have to pee 
when he gets to town, let him use his own toilet before he leaves home!  That’s what we did 







ている母の歴史が影響を与えていると思われる。Ashis Senguptaは、“Tradition imposes 
motherhood on a woman and encourages her self-sacrifice for the sake of her family and 














　First, she had come up against her father, who said she did not need to go to school 
because if she only learned to cook collard greens, shortbread and fried okra, some poor 
soul of a man might have her, and second, she had to decide to accept the self-sacrifice 
of her mother, whom she had worshiped.  Her mother, by that time, was pregnant with 
her twelfth child, and her hair had already turned white.  But it was her mother who 
made the bargain with her father that allowed her to go to school.  The agreement was 
wretched: School would cost twelve dollars a year, and her mother would have to earn 








のために、自分を犠牲にしていることがよく分かる。Donna Haisty Winchellが、“Her family 






“Meridian was conscious always of a feeling of guilt, even as a child.  Yet she did not know 
of what she might be guilty.”（40）とあり、Meridianは子供のときから一種の罪の意識をもっ
ている。その意識については、“It was for stealing her mother’s serenity, for shattering her 
mother’s emerging self, that Meridian felt guilty from the very first, though she was unable 





　It seemed to Meridian that her legacy from her mother’s endurance, her unerring 
knowledge of rightness and her pursuit of it through all distractions, was one she 
would never be able to match.  It never occurred to her that her mother’s and her 
grandmother’s extreme purity of life was compelled by necessity.  They had not lived 









　Meridian knew that enslaved women had been made miserable by the sale of 
their children, that they had laid down their lives gladly, for their children, that the 
daughters of these enslaved women had thought their greatest blessing from “Freedom” 
was that it meant they could keep their own children.  And what had Meridian Hill 
done with her precious child?  She had given him away.  She thought of her mother 
as being worthy of this maternal history, and of herself as belonging to an unworthy 




　A voice that cursed her existence—an existence that could not live up to the 
standard of motherhood that had gone before.  It said, over and over, until she would 
literally reel in the streets, her head between her hands: Why don’t you die?  Why not 
kill yourself?  Jump into the traffic!  Lie down under the wheels of that big truck!  Jump 
off the roof, as long as you’re up there!  Always, the voice.  Mocking, making fun.  It 
frightened her because the voice urging her on—the voice that said terrible things 










　Meridian found, when she was not preoccupied with the Movement, that her 
thoughts turned with regularity and intensity to her mother, on whose account she 
endured wave after wave of an primeval guilt.  She imagined her mother in church, in 
which she had invested all that was still energetic in her life, praying for her daughter’s 
soul, and yet, having no concern, no understanding of her daughter’s life whatsoever; 
but Meridian did not condemn her for this.  Away from her mother, Meridian thought 
of her as Black Motherhood personified, and of that great institution she was in terrible 
awe, comprehending as she did the horror, the narrowing of perspective, for mother 





敬の念をもってとらえるのである。この状況から考えると、Donna Haisty Winchellの、“The 
move to Atlanta thrusts Meridian into the heart of the civil rights movement, but it does 
not provide a means of escape from the guilt that she feels for having failed as a daughter 
and as a mother.”６という指摘は、納得できるものであると言える。
　Meridianの身体は、日々のストレスで日ごとに弱まるが、彼女は自分の身体が“stood in the 
way of a reconciliation between her mother and that part of her own soul her mother could, 
perhaps, love.”（96-97）であると思い、肉体を軽視して注意を怠るようになる。彼女は、警官
に棍棒で殴られて意識を失った時も、身体の傷は気にならない。
　Only once was she beaten into unconsciousness, and it was not the damage done 
to her body that she remembered when she woke up, but her feeling of yearning, of 
heartsick longing for forgiveness, as she saw the bright lights explode behind the red 






　She returned to the apartment sicker than when she left.  Happily, two days later, 
neither the fainting nor the blue-black spells had returned.  Then she found—on trying 
to get out of bed—that her legs no longer worked.  Since she had experienced paralysis 
before, this worried her less than the losing of her eye sight.  As the days passed—and 
she attempted to nibble at the dishes Anne-Marion brought—she discovered herself 
becoming more and more full, with no appetite whatsoever.  And, to her complete 
surprise and astonished joy, she began to experience ecstasy.（123-124）
食欲がないのに、どんどん満腹になり、そして恍惚状態を経験し始めるのである。そして恍惚
状態は次のように描かれる。
　Sometimes, lying on her bed, not hungry, not cold, not worried （because she realized 
the worry part of her brain had been the landslide behind her brows and that it had 
slid down and therefore no longer functioned）, she felt as if a warm, strong light bore 
her up and that she was a beloved part of the universe; that she was innocent even as 
the rocks are innocent, and unpolluted as the first waters.  And when Anne-Marion sat 
beside the bed and scolded her for not eating, she was amazed that Anne-Marion could 







　When she slept she dreamed she was on a ship with her mother, and her mother was 
holding her over the railing about to drop her into the sea.  Danger was all around and 
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her mother refused to let her go.
　“Mama, I love you. Let me go,” she whispered, licking the salt from her mother’s black 
arms.
　Instinctively, as if Meridian were her own child, Miss Winter answered, close to her 




てあげるわ」と言ったように聞こえたかもしれない。“The next morning Meridian ate all her 
breakfast, though it would not all stay down.  For the first time she asked for a mirror and 












的に二人を助けることになるが、Martha J. McGowanは、“Meridian’s continued extension of 





















　“Look,” they were saying, “we are slow to awaken to the notion that we are only 
as other women and men, and even slower to move in anger, but we are gathering 
ourselves to fight for and protect what your son fought for on behalf of us.  If you will 
let us weave your story and your son’s life and death into what we already know—into 
the songs, the sermons, the ‘brother and sister’—we will soon be so angry we cannot 
help but move.  Understand this,” they were saying, “the church” （and Meridian knew 
they did not mean simply “church,” as in Baptist, Methodist or whatnot, but rather 
communal spirit, togetherness, righteous convergence）, “the music, the form of worship 
that has always sustained us, the kind of ritual you share with us, these are the ways to 
transformation that we know.  We want to take this with us as far as we can.”（219）
Meridianがこのように理解した時、彼女の胸の中で何かが破られたかのように、彼女の生命
は彼女自身を越えて周囲の人々のものでもあるとさとる。
　For she understood, finally, that the respect she owed her life was to continue, against 
whatever obstacles, to live it, and not to give up any particle of it without a fight to 
the death, preferably not her own.  And that this existence extended beyond herself 






えある。そういう時は、彼女は“I am not yet at the point of being able to kill anyone myself, 
nor—except for the false urgings that come to me in periods of grief and rage—will I ever 
be.  I am a failure then, as the kind of revolutionary Anne-Marion and her acquaintances 
were.”（220-221）と考える。そして、Meridianは次のように思うのである。
　But then, she thought, perhaps it will be my part to walk behind the real 
revolutionaries—those who know they must spill blood in order to help the poor and 
the black and therefore go right ahead—and when they stop to wash off the blood 
and find their throats too choked with the smell of murdered flesh to sing, I will come 
forward and sing from memory songs they will need once more to hear.  For it is the 
song of the people, transformed by the experiences of each generation, that holds them 
together, and if any part of it is lost the people suffer and are without soul.  If I can only 












　She was strong enough to go and owned nothing to pack.  She had discarded her 
cap, and the soft wool of her newly grown hair framed her thin, resolute face.  His 
first thought was of Lazarus, but then he tried to recall someone less passive, who had 
raised himself without help.  Meridian would return to the world cleansed of sickness. 





めに、新しい土地へと旅立っていくのである。Geri Batesが、“Walker’s character Meridian 
attaches herself permanently to the South and southern African Americans because of the 
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